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full of weeds but smelling like Paradise, because of the syringa
hedges that were in full bloom.

As soon as I came in sight of the house, its hollow walls
standing up against the blue of the sky, I began to tremble
from head to foot with a rigour of emotion. The ghost of a
little girl who had once been me, seemed to be leading me by the
hand and saying, " Don't you remember ?" Countless
incidents of the past came surging back. A climbing Gloire de
Dijon rose that had survived the fire still bloomed triumphantly
round Peter's bedroom window, but for all the tangle of
flowers, and the sunshine of the moment, desolation reigned
supreme. I tried to push through an old gate that had been
thrown across the open doorway, but an uncanny wailing
sound arrested my intention (as also the beating of my heart),
but I discovered to my shame that the banshee was merely the
swinging of the stable door!

While thus absorbed a woman came running towards me :

" Ah, Miss Clare ! God bless your pretty face that hasn't
changed at all! If the people had known ye were coming,
sure they'd have lighted tar barrels to welcome ye !" (The
people who had burnt our house, murdered our keeper, as well
as an English neighbour, who had announced they would kill
any male member of my family who dared to set foot on the
estate!)

" You are full of blarney," I said, as she put her arm through
mine and led me away to see another charred ruin. Five
houses, she informed me, were burnt all in the same night.

" And where are their owners ? " I asked.

" Ah, sure ! Some are dead, and some are gone to England,
and a few live on charity in the village! "

II

When I got back to Dublin there was a tense atmosphere.
Idlers stood about the streets in groups as if expecting some-
thing ; so much was expected that none knew where it would
begin. A man in the street said to me, " Something*!! sure
happen soon, it's working up for a scrap! " And he really